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Remembering
D-Day

Dur reaclers were there.
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t would change them forever.
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On Jume 5 at
4:15 a.m.,
General
Dyevipht D.
Eisenbower,
SHrere COomEan-
der of the U.S. Armty, sat in a
library in England with Britith
Greneral Sir Bernard L. Mont-
gomery and the American and
British chiefs of staff. “I wonld
sary — go," sard Montgomery.

Efsenbower thought a moment
before annowncing, “I don't see
bow we can possibly do anything
elve.” With those words be set into
maotion he .I'l.:'frli:.:'lf ;.u;l.rlﬁ.{aj.ﬁjr_rﬂj
miilitary operation in history: The
D-Day cross-channel invasion of
Normcandy, also Enoen as Operation Overlord, 1t was Jame 6, 1944,
the beginning of the liberation of Exrope and the beginning of the end
of World War 11.

The invasion succeeded becase of several contributing factors: The
Allies were quickly able to establish air superiority (the Luftwaffe
pilots based nearby were mostly novices). Fighters and bombers tied
down German troofps neer the beaches and Wocked German infantry
and armor from reinforcing the beachbeads, Alerted by coded mer-
sages, the French Resistance attacked enemvy commmnications largets
anid barassed German reserves. At sea the German forces were ont-
gunned, and the few ships commanded by Admiral Theodor
Krancke, the commander in chief west, were bombed and strafed before
they had even left port,

But many historians agree the most decisive factor was Adolf

Hitler. As supreme commander, Hitler was disastrons. Said to con-
sider war a grant game of cbess, be often made the wvong moves.
Hitler was comvinced that the invasion of Normandy was a feins,
and that the veal invasion would be at Pas de Calais (vejected by the
Allies as too beavily defended). Consequently, Hitler's move on_Jimne
G and the days immediately following the fmvasion was to hold in
reserve three Panzer divisions the tanks freld marshals Evwin
Ronemel and Gerd von Rrndstede were comvinced could bold the
Allsed forces ar the beachbeads.

Only by quoting numbers can the enormity of the Allied effort on
D-Dhay be realszed: The assanlt was led by three aivborne divisions

(two American, one Brivish), followed by froe asanlt divisions of

American, British, and Canadian troops (some with tank skifiport )
landing on five main beaches, to be followed by 15 move divisions,
with 21 divisions waiting in veserve in England. The naval forces
were massive: two bartleships, too monitors. 23 cruisers, 105
destroyers, and 1,076 other warships (including minesweepers,
antisubmarine vessels, and patrol tovpeds boats). A fleet of 2,727
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William R. Lawley (left,
today) describes how,
while wounded and with his
crew unable to bail out, he
piloted his crippled B-17
bomber through enemy
skies back to England. He
bellied in on the grass of an
airfield south of London
(below). For his heroism
Lawley was awarded the
Medal of Honor (far left).
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merchant ships carried supplies, and 2,606 landing craft ferried
troops, armor, and supplies to the beaches. In the air approximately
3,300 beavy bombers and 1,700 light and medium bombers
drapped more than 80,000 tons of bowmbs. Approxcimately 5,500
fighters defended the fleet, and abont 2,400 transport airvcraft
delsvered arrborne troops mito battle. By nightfall on June 6, some
155,000 men bad been landed and were fighting their way
through German defenses to nearby Fremch cities such ar Caen,
Bayewx, and Ste. Méve-Eglise.

Many Associate Club menbers were a part of the action o the
days before, during, and after the invasion. They piloted the C-47
troop transports that dropped paratroopers on a sleping German arnry,
soning the first seecls of the end of the Thind Reich. They stoered Land-
ing ovaft torverd the booming enenry grons of Omeha Beach; and in B-
20 Marauder bombers they dodlged tracer five and the black boams of
flak to bomb enemry deferses on Ubah Beach, These ave the moments
they canmot forges, the snatches of bistory they arve remmded of when a
smiall plane flies lnw overbead, or when a thunderclap booms ik
artillery — the moments that belped shape who they are 50 years
:.l_',u".-l'a.'f theat historic .r.|!:..'_:|'. -.f-.-".lr.j' are all bevoes, and these ave their stovies,






Before the invasion Allied
bombers attacked targers in
France and Germany, targets
directly related to D-Day and
others intended to diverr
attention from cthe landing
sites. John M. Becht, a mem-
ber of the Citrus Club in
Orlando, Florida, retired
from the air force as a lieu-
tenant colonel; bur on D-Day
he was a 23-year-old second
licutenant, a bombardier
aboard a B-17 heavy bomber.
He was shot down three times
during the war, and after his
last bailour over eastern
France in Seprember 1944 he
lefc Europe tor “safer” duty in
the Pacific theater. In the months before D-Day
his bomb group hammered German V-1
rocket-bomb launch sites near Calais, France.
Becht joined the service with five fellow stu-
dents after a dare from his English professor. 1
had never intended to be in the army in the first
place, and if it hadn’c been for that damn profes-
sor | wouldn't have gone in,” he says. "Before | knew it, I had
four kids and 25 years of service, and I could retire as
a colonel.” Bechre says at the nme of D-Day he was too young
to appreciate its significance. I was too naive to be afraid,” he
says. “The next thing I knew I was in way over my head.”

The weather over England and France was olten poor, pre-
venting bombers from hictting their targets. As D-Day
approached, the Allies became more desperate for a way to
bomb in low visibility. Robert C. Lauppe, a member of
Crow Canyon Country Club in Danville, California, was a
captain flying B-26 Pathfinders. The plane was a B-26
Marauder bomber fitted with equipment that interpreted
transmussions from ground stations in England and enabled
them to bomb through overcast clouds or during storms
when the bombers could not see the target. “Everybody was
anticipating the invasion, and everything we were doing was
leading up to it,” Lauppe says. “We were bombing bridges,
raillroad yards, airports, V-1 launch sites, and coastal gun
emplacements to limit the ability of the Germans to respond
[0 an INVasion.”

As it tumed out, because the B-26 Pathtinders were con-
figured for bombing from higher altitudes, Lauppe was
grounded on D-Day. “Things were a little contusing, and we
didn’t want to drop until we knew where our troops were
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On D-Day Virginia R. Noel
(left, today) was Virginia
Reed (below), a second lieu-
tenant in the U.5. Army Nurse
Corps based at a station hos-
pital in England. “D-Day has
such vivid memories for me
because we courted a lot of
those officers,” she says.
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and where the
(rermans were,  he
says. "1 was disap-
pointed that we
couldn't fly. It was
the day we had been
looking forward to
tor so long.”

Rerired Air Force
Colonel William R.
Lawley (then a first
lieutenant ar age
23), a member of
the Capital City
Club in Montgom-
ery, Alabama, was sure he would fly his B-17 on D-Day. As
the assistant squadron operations officer, he was responsible
for making out the flighe list for June 6. Bur at the last
minute, the squadron operations officer pulled rank: "He rold
me ‘T'm going today. You can fly tomorrow,” says Lawley. “I
wanted to be part of the action.” After D-Day he bombed
railroad yards and transportation and communication centers.
“We were trying to clear everything in advance of the ground
forces chat were still landing on the 7th,” he says.

Although he was disappointed on D-Day, Lawley had had
his shining moment on February 20, 1944, the first day of "Big
Week.” This was the daring seven-day bombing campaign
eventually credited with crippling the Lufrwaffe and giving the
Allies air superionity in Europe. On that day Lawley was on a
mission to bomb a fighter factory in Leipzig, Germany.

“It was one of the prettiest days I'd seen,” he says. "We
reached the target and everyching was greac until all che
planes released their bombs.™ All chae is, but Lawley's. Wich
the bomb racks frozen because of the high altitude, his
bombs couldn't be released. Because of the added weight, his
bomber quickly tell behind the rest of the formation. “Then
the German fighters were on us like a swarm of bees,” he
says. The tail gunners in the bombers ahead reported thar
Lawley was actacked by 20 fighters. "1 could see the tracers
coming at us from the fighters” 20mm cannons,” he says.






“Then a shell hie che wind-
shield, and out of the comner of
my eye | saw the copilot put
his hands up before falling
torward onto the controls,
knocking them out of my
hand. I reached over and
pulled him by the epaulet of
his jacket off the controls and
back into his seat. He was
dead, and his blood covered
the windshield and the instru-
ment panel. We went down
in a steep spiral.”

With one engine on fire,
miost of the control cables shot
away, and his face and his
right hand mangled, Lawley
fought to control the aircraft
as it plunged from 28,000 feet to 12,000
teet. He ordered the crew to bail out, but
the entire crew had been wounded (two
were so gravely injured chey could not bail
out). S0 he decided ro tly the plane in. It
was a five-hour flight back to England,
during which the bomber was plagued by
flak, an engine fire, and another enemy fighter artack. After
releasing his bombs over an antiaircraft battery in France,
Lawley collapsed from blood loss and was revived by the
bombardier. He finally made it to a small airfield south of
London, where he bellied in on the grass. For his heroism in
refusing to abandon his crew (who survived their injuries)
Lawley received the Medal of Honor, America’s highest mili-
tary honor. 1 wouldn't take a million dollars for my experi-
ence, but 1 wouldn't give a plug nickel for it again,” he says.

Wherever they were on the moming of June 6, millions of
people around the world sat, intent, by their radios, waiting
for each update on the progress of the invasion. Evan L.
Leaman, M.DD., a member of the Skyline Club in Indi-
anapolis, was 9 years old when he heard the invasion
announced by an excited radio commentator. Later he heard
that a girl born that day was named Invasia,

Edward V. De Groft, a retired air torce lieurenant colonel and
a member of the Tower Club in Fort Landerdale, Florida,
was enrolled in command and general staff school when he
heard about the Normandy landings. “We were all sorry chat
they did not hold oft D-Day until we were able to be there,”
he says. “We sent a wire to ke saying that the event and how
it played was the “school solution,” and he got an A"
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Robert C. Lauppe (left, today,
and then, below) was groun-
ded on D-Day. Before the inva-
sion he bombed bridges, rail
yards, airports, and coastal
gun emplacements in his B-26
Pathfinder (above; Lauppe is
second from right) to soften
the German resistance.
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Virginia R. Noel, a member of Walnut
Creek Country Club in Mansfield,
Texas, says, “Every year | remember D-
Day; I've been thinking abour it for 50
years.” She was a 22-year-old second licu-
tenant in the U.5. Army Nurse Corps
then. “We crossed the Atlantic on the
Masretania with the 101st Airborne Division. We were sta-
tioned at a hospital in Newbury, England. The paratroopers
and glider pilots were all based nearby, and we courted a ot
of those men. On the morning of June 6, we heard the drone
of all the planes flying overhead, and we knew this was the
day everyone had been waiting for. Whenever there was a
break in the clouds we could see the planes, hundreds and
hundreds of them, all heading for Normandy. We could see
the gliders being towed by the C-47s, and the bombers and
fighters flying in formation. It was exciting, bur also very
depressing, because we knew thar chere were going w be
many casualties, and that many of the men we courred
weren't coming back. I knew that standing there, warching
those planes filled with my friends, all leaving, | was becom-
ing a part of history. And I would be a part of it forever.”

Ar 1:30 am. Liewtenant Colonel Hoffmann, comemander of the
German 3rd Battalion, 910h Regiment, sat in bis chatr in bis
beadguarters east of Monteborrg, France. He walked outside and
beard a familiar sound: the drone of approaching squadrons of
planes, As be watched, a formation of six American C-475 flew
overbead, dropping parachutists before banking toward the east. A

ferw mrinures Later Hoffmann's staff and security guards were in the
st of a frerce ﬁmﬁg.ﬁ; with pearatroopers "f."l. the 101t Airborne
Dyivsion in one of the apening skrrmishes of the battle for Novmandy.
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John M. Becht (right) was
shot down three times during
World War Il, and his incred-
ible story was immortalized
in Ripley's Believe it or Not!

Pathfinder troops of the 101st Airborne Division began drop-
ping from C-47s around midnight, and the first groups of
combar troops from the 101st and 82nd airbome divisions
dropped shortly chereatrer. Robert L. de Pinquertaine, a mem-
ber of Pinchurst Resort & Country Club in North Carolina,
who retired from the army as a captain, was 24 years old and a
sergeant in the 101st. As we ralk on the telephone chere s a
bad connection, and de Pinquertaine’s voice crackles, fading in
and out like a voice from the past, some errant transmission
trom a radio char hasn't worked for decades.

“We dropped late on the nighe uf'_]um.' 5, says de
Pinquertaine, who was one of the first of the invasion troops
to land. "Our mission was to disrupt communications and
take out the shore batteries, preparing the beach for the
rroops who would come in the r‘:‘mrn:in!.:, The tield 1 drnrul-u::i
into had German machine-gun emplacements on either side,
hiring upward.

When 1 landed, the first thing | did was reach for my
knife. We were not to fire our weapons, but to use our knives
O l'l]’l.'”]!.' “.'[H:IJ":".- wt' w:.'l‘l‘r'lll “’I"I{'l'l:,‘ WL wWere :".I.IF':IF!H'{‘I [h] l'!_'.
and [ was lucky nobody saw me coming down. It was inky
black ar the time. We were on the ground for abour 20 min-
utes when the cloud cover disappeared and the moon came
out. It was bright, and chat made it easier for us to find our
way around.”

After abour 15 minutes de Pinquertaine found a fellow sol-
dier. Atter rounding up enough men for a squad, they began
by destroying telephone lines. "We didn't see much resistance
until the next morning,” he says. “Then the Panzer divisions
CAMmC i“- ‘L“.'-'rl.' kl:l["'."!' [hl"}' wWene on TI'H._" 'I.'.-'i!':p'._ .;I!'ll:,l Wi |"|.||.1,_l II'H._'
t':".k.'i':{ﬂl'hl., “lltil ol ."';I'I.ili'(";! -:_E'L;:r;.y.'. [ I;,ll'i.l.l Wl fh tl"lﬂ_'rl"l.-.

In describing che way he fele on that day, the words don't

come so casily to de Pinquer-
taine. For a moment he strug-
gles with his words. Perhaps
Lrlﬁ jl.l.h‘ 'h[' E':li.l.‘l.l. ';,[I'r'll'll_"l._ti.ﬂl'l.
bue his voice seems to crack
with emotion: “Ic's...it’s hard
for me to say.”

Just a few hours afrer de
Pinquertaine landed, Edward
0. Wolcott, a member of
Pebble Creek Country Club
in Tayvlors, South Carolina,
piloted a C-47 rransport over

YiETna

Normandy, depositing para-
troopers from the 82nd Air-
borne behind enemy lines. It
was still dark, and Wolcort

ARmKE &

B

(then a 23-year-old first licu-
tenant) and the rese of che
squadron flew low over the sca. They Hew without lights so as
not to alert the Germans, who had by then begun to receive
scattered reports of their units engaging Allied paratroopers.
“We were flying so low over the Atlantic that the joke was
that our airspeed was reading in knots,” he says. "Every once
in a while a big wave would come along, and I'd pull up a few
feet. The pathfinder troops went in first and lic a big "X’ so we
knew where to 1,|rc|i'r, On the waly back over the channel Yol
could see the big flashes trom che ships” guns lighting up the
sky. All the ships were lined up, with maybe 20 of them
blasting away. There were so many it looked like you could
step from ship to ship all the way back to England.”

After a tour in the South Pacihic, Floyd Gardner (chen a torpe-
doman third class ar 19, and now a member of Spring Valley
Lake Country Club in Victorville, California), was trans-
ferred from Pearl Harbor to Boston to serve on the Foret, a
destroyer. First his ship went to Ireland, then England, mov-
ing to a different port every day ro confuse the enemy.

“On the afternoon of June 4, the captain lined us up on the
fo'csle and told us about the invasion,” be says. “That afrer-
noon we started across the English Channel.” But for Gardner
and the rest of che armada ic was a shore cnp: That mghe the
seas were 50 rough, the ships were called back and the inva-
sion was delayed uneil the following day. The next day the
weather wasn't much berter. “It was so bad, a lot of the sol-
diers were really sick,” he says. “The powers that be were
afraid chat we had tpped our hand on June 5, and we really
had no other choice but o go. We couldn’t wait forever.”

On the night of June 5 they were off the Normandy coase.
“"Our onginal mission was to pick up fire-control parties of
trogmen who had gone ashore earlier to spot gun emplace-
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Fhey announced that all hands were to shower and

shave. Then they served us steaks with all the
trimmings, like they were fattening us up for the kill.”?

ments,” says Gardner, before pausing. “We didn't pick any-
one up. To this day I don't know what happened to them.
Around midnight, planes filled wich the 82nd and 101st air-
borne divisions were flying over us, towing gliders.

“At 6:30 a.m. the invasion started. We were close to the
bartleships Tixwas and Nevwade, off Utah Beach, and che rest of
our squadron, another three destroyers. Our sister ship, the
Ceorry, wandered too close to shore, struck some mines, and
then the German 88mm guns sunk ic. It was incredibly
loud. I was standing next to a 5-inch gun, and every time it
fired it was like someone hitting me. We had different tar-
gets throughout che day: churches [used by German troops
for gun emplacements], trucks, and bridges.

“It was the greatest thing that ever happened to me, a
moment that I'm very proud of,” says Gardner. "It was the
beginning of the end of the war, and | was there to see it.”

John O. Moench (a member of Errol Country Club in
Apopka, Florida) retired from the air force as a major gen-
eral, but on D-Day he was a 23-year-old first lieutenant piloc-
ing a B-26 Marauder. “We knew this was going to be the day
where we went in and whipped Hidler's ass,” he says. “When
the word went out that chis was i, there were cheers and yells
for five minutes.” On June 6 Moench’s mission was to bomb
Utah Beach. “We were to blow up German defenses, set off
mines, and create sheltering holes for our troops,” he says.
“We dropped down to abour 4,000 feet, and as we headed
downward toward the coast we saw long streams of tracer fire
rising to meet us. Soon the tracer fire was all around us, bur
we kept going. Finally the signal came to open the bomb bay
doors. In minures, from every aircraft in che formacion, two
tons of bombs dropped toward the earth to scour the beaches
directly in front of the advancing infancry.”

In the early morning of June 6 the first wave of gliders
landed in the dark, in unfamiliar terricory. Many of the troops
aboard them, commandos meant to infilerate the German
lines and disrupt communicacions, didn’t make it. Their
gliders crashed into farmhouses, crees, or landed in swamps.

Charles J. Mahan was a 22-year-old flight officer when he
was told chat he would pilot a British Horsa loaded with 30
glider troops on the morning of the invasion. “I went in on
the second wave,” says Mahan, a member of Quail Valley
Country Chub in Missouri City, Texas. “The first wave went
in the night before, and they got all splattered up. When we
went in, we had been briefed and had specific fields to go to.”

Bur there was a hitch: On the runway before rakeoff
Mahan and the other glider pilots were told cheir landing
spots had been changed. “They showed us a map and said
that after we were released from the tow plane to follow this
thin road and “find a spot,”™ he says.
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In the rear of the glider the troops of the 17th Airbome
Division were quiet. Only the rush of the wind, the creak of the
wings, and the booms of the artillery below broke the silence.
Mahan was amazed at the scope of the invasion: “All we could
see on the water below was boats,” he says. “There was more
navy down there than we knew there was in the world.”

Omaba Beach was the site of the fiercest fighting on D-Day.
Underioater obstructions (many topped by meines) miade petting to the
beach difficuls. But there were other problems: Britich intelligence
informed the U.S First Army Command that the Germans had
browight in the orack 352nd Division. But the Americans thought
the information was suipect and bad not informied the troops. General
Omear Bradley, for whatever reason, rejected British offers of the
“Funnies,” an assovtment of tanks (including amphibions, [lame-
throwing, bricdge-laying, and mine-detonating models) developed and
offered by British General Percy Hobart. Of the fow ampbibious
tanks Bradley did accepr, nmost were swamped when they were
wnlocled too far offshore and then sank. And most bombers, sent to
bomib the beach and the German positions beyond, missed vheiv tar-
gets. “They missed the goddamn tavget by two miles,” says Moench.
“That's why there were so many caswalties at Omaha. The Germans
were probally wondering what the bell we were doing.”

Ray P. Johnson was a 23-year-old coast guard coxswain when
he looked out the open door of his landing craft into the
swirling waters off the Normandy coast, a scene etched in the
minds of the soldiers who were there and those who saw the
famous photograph on the cover of the May 28, 1984, issue of
Time (see inset, page 43). On D-Day, based on the transport
ship Samuel Chase, Johnson's job was to deliver part of the elire
Ist Infantry Division, the “Big Red One,” to the bloodiest
fight he would ever see: the landing on Omaha Beach. It was
not the only invasion for Johnson, who also took part in land-
ings on Sicily, on July 10, 1943; Salerno, Italy, on Seprember
9, 1943; and in southern France on August 15, 1944,

“On the night of June 5 we were just out of Portland,
England, when they announced char all hands were to shower
and shave,” says Johnson, a member of Fair Oaks Ranch
Golf & Country Club in Boerne, Texas. “Then they served
us steaks with all the trimmings, like chey were fattening us
up for the kill. It was about 6:30 a.m. when we reached the
beach. We followed an LCI [landing craft, infantry] in. We
came in at low tide, when the mines and barricades were
exposed. We got in as close as we could, then let the ramp
down. We got the troops onto the beach and backed off.”

Bullees whizzed by, smacking into the sand. Incoming
artillery shells whistled like banshees, their explosions bloom-
ing like terrible flowers. The whump, whump of the explad-
ing shells sometimes jarred the vision of the soldiers on the
beach, who dug in as best they could, hoping the ships would



target the German gun em-
placements. Smoke from ex-
ploding shells and Allied
smoke canisters enshrouded
the beach in gray and black
’rhg, “There was a lot of shell-
tire coming onto the beach,”
says Johnson. “The Germans
were hiring off the nearby halls,
Machine-gun
fire and mortar
fire were hitting
the water where
wWe WErne. 'I'I'I{.'
Germans were

".ul',.', and they
were firnng ar us
practically point-
blank. The Ger-
man resistance
was fierce, and
the troops, dig-
ging in, were
pinned down.
We thought we
might have to
go in there and
take them back out, but eventually they made it up to the
cliffs on the beach. After we goc back to the ship, we were
given orders to retun to the beach to pick up the wounded
men from other ships. Then we ferried the wounded for che
rest of the day.

“T'll never forget going over there on the nighe of June 5,
seeing all che ships in the channel, seeing everything headed
toward the beach,” says Johnson. "It was unbelievable thar |
was a part of it.”

Dr. George P. Trodella went to medical school to be an obste-
trician and gynecologist. But on June 6, as a 28-year-old
amphibious medical officer in the US. Navy, he treated the
wounded off Omaha Beach., “We were physicians, they
needed us, and 1 said, "So be it,”™ says Trodella, a member of
the Tower Club in Fort Landerdale, Florida.

Trodella’s ship, LST 369 [landing ship, tank; for transport-
ing tanks and other heavy equipment], carried assaule troops
trained on the beaches of Slapron Sands near the coast of
Devon, England. “Our original orders were to hold back and
wait our rurn to ler our the troops,” he says. “Bur we were told
to break rank and go in first because the first bacealion to

=ach the beach [the 1st Army Infantry] had been shot to
pieces. | was chinking, “This is ie!™

Charles J. Mahan (left, today)
flew training gliders state-
side (below left) before get-
ting his wings (below) and
heading to England, whera
he delivered troops in a
British Horsa glider on D-Day.
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Trodella was tembed, and nghtly so. “There were planes
flying all around above us, ships all around us, and there were
bodies floating on the surface of the water, interspersed with
thousands of jellyfish,” he says. “There was a lot of noise from
the planes, the shooting, and the bombardment. We had a
German 88mm gun stepping its way toward our ship with
each salvo, and a destroyer to our right couldn’t knock it out.
Then a cruiser moved in, and after about three salvos the
German gun was gone.”

Bur Trodella couldn’t dwell on the danger, and turned
immediately to treating the wounded. “1 took off my .45-cal-
iber pistol and my chemical suit — [ couldn’t do anything
with that equipment on — and [ started to work on these
people,” he says. “There was blood everywhere. The first man
I treated was from a small boar delivering soldiers thar went
around the bow of our ship and was blown up. He was the
only man left. | had to make quick decisions about who |
could save. If someone had a severe head wound [ couldn’t do
anything about it. We put them on stretchers on the rank
deck of the LST — that was the waiting room — and strung
wires back and forth across the ship to hold fluids and trans-
fusion lines. We performed surgery in the mess hall.

“I saw healthy young men in a situation where I knew a lot
of them weren’t going to come back,” says Trodella. “And a

Comtinked on page O3
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WE WERE THERE
Continwed from page 51

lot of them didn't — especially where |
was. | feel good about the fact thar we
were able to do what we were supposed
to do, but [ would hate like the devil to
see something like it happen again.”

William S. Neel (now a member of the
Tower Club at Charlotte Plaza in
Charlotte, North Carolina), was a 22-
year-old naval ensign aboard LST 542
on the afternoon of June 6. His ship was
anchored in the waters off Juno Beach.
“As the communications officer, my bart-
tle station was on the bridge,” he says.
“When we went in it was pretty hot,
primarily from German fighters bomb-
ing the ships. It was chaos. You were
erying to stay out of the way of your
own ships as well as trying to shoot
down the enemy planes.”

Fortunately, the ships ar Juno weren't
on their own: “The British fighters were
always there, and we were always glad ro
see the Spitfires,” says Neel. His tour of
duty was a long one. “After the initial
invasion we took equipment to the ocher
beaches,” he says. “I went to all of them.
We were the last LST to leave the
United Kingdom, in July 1945."

According to Moench, it wasn't very
often that a man flew more than one
mission a day. On D-Day bombardier
Cleve L. Ackins, now a member of the
Citrus Club in Orlando, Florida, flew
three missions in a B-24 Liberacor
bomber named Apassionata, after the
character from the Li’'l Abner comic
strip. “We knew something big was
coming down,” says Ackins, who was
only 18 years old on D-Day. "Whether
we were scheduled o fly or not, we had
to leave word as to where we were
going to be if we left base, in the event
that the MPs needed to come and find
us and send us back to base. And that
did happen, actually. One morning at 2
a.m. we were called to a briefing, and
they told us we'd be flying sorties all
day long, around the clock. When we
got to the flight line they had just
painted the invasion stripes on the
planes, and the paint was still wer when
we left the ground.”

Still, Atkins was terrified, and he

wasn't alone: “Anyone who says he

wasn't frightened going out on a mission
is telling a story,” he says. “The Germans
shot 88mm guns at us. Those were the
finest antiaircraft guns ac the time.
There was lot of confusion, a lot of black
puffs of smoke from the flak. When the
bursts started breaking red, we got ner-
vous because that meant they were
extremely close. There weren't any fox-
holes in the sky.”

: 5The Germans

shot 88mm guns at
us. When the flak
bursts started
breaking red, we got
nervous because that
meant they were
extremely close.
There weren’t any

foxholes in the sky.”’

Atkins says he doesn’t often think
abour D-Day, bur sometimes the mem-
ories catch him by surprise. “Seven years
ago I rook my wife to London,” he says.
“I made arrangements for a driver to
drive us to my old air base. It was a
rainy day. The runways were all grown
over, and it had been turned into a
turkey farm. There was a monument
there to the 489th Bomb Group.

“We had lunch in a pub in Hales-
worth where we used to go when we
were on leave. Then everything flashed
back: I could hear the planes warming
up in the dark on the runway, and I
could see the sergeant coming into our
mission hut with a flashlight, going
down the list of who was going to fly. |
was lying there, and it was cold as hell.
He shone his flashlight into my eyes
and said, ‘Ackins. Ear ac 2, brief ar 3.
Ger up. It's ime to go.”” =

Associate Editor Edward Pittman studied
Woarld War 11 from childbood through college.
He says it was an bonor fo interview the
beroes in this story.

| COMPETITIVE EDGE
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with canning her putt from 15 feet. It
was his daughter. She was 6 years old.
That was mass humiliation.”

Bur Marshall says he intends to keep
competing and, he hopes, getting betrer
and better. So whar is this fervent com-
petitor’s sage advice for how to prepare for
competition? "My recommendation is
this,” he laughs. “Get out to the course
about an hour early, hit a dozen balls, then
walk around and joke with everybody. It
may be the only fun you have all day.”

SeT Your Own GoOaLS

[nverrary pro John Nelson advises, “1
think you should set a goal, and make
sure it coincides with what you're realis-
tically capable of accomplishing. You
have to consider not only your skill, but
how much time you are willing and able
to practice. If your level of skill is some-
where in the middle of the pack and you
delude yourself into thinking you should
win, you are putting way too much pres-
sure on yourself. You may get fruscrated,
and very likely you won't perform up to
your capabilities.”

Rod Curl wams of overpreparing and
suggests that you shouldn’t hit too many
balls or think so much about the rouma-
ment that your thoughts become worries.
Richard Mosman says you should concen-
trate on tempo more than anything. “You
can get away with a loc if you keep your
backswing slow and stay very relaxed in
the shoulders, arms, and hands,” he says.
Nelson says that once you've prepared and
you're on the course, play one shot at a
uume and “just let it happen.”

There are nearly as many theories as
there are dimples on a golf ball, but
almost every experienced competitor
agrees that tournaments can bring out
the best in your game. And they can be
fun, rewarding, and a genuine chrll.

S0 if you're nervously awaiting a com-
petition, don't despair. Prepare carefully,
but also try to have some fun. After all,
it’s like a road map: Once you know how
to get where you want to go, the trip
may be much more exciting than you
ever imagined. =

Dian Gleason, a 7-bandicapper, is an Atlanta
freelance writer who competes spovadically and

admits that, in bis first tosrnament as a

youengster, be got sick on the 3nd green.

FRIVATE CLLUNS
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